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The EARL of 74 IRS, 
ON THE 
D K 4&4: F H 
OF 


Sir DAVID DALRYMPLE. 


BAR D, whom no contending Party ſways, 


Who never Worth by Wealth or Title 
weighs, 


Untaught to flatter, and unbrib'd by Gain, 

To You, my Lord, directs his doleful Strain ; 
A Strain that makes a Kingdom's Sorrow known, 
Inſpir'd by generous ſen, like your own. 


Uncommon Loſſes claim uncommon W oe, 
Which vulgar Numbers cannot juſtly ſhow. 
A Patriot's Death, and ſuch a Patriot too, 
When wanted molt; and Patriots are ſo few, 


B Demands 


—_ 
Demands our Tears; ; and on the hallow'd Hearſe, - 
A HILL or PoE ſhould ſtrow immortal Verſe. 
They, powerful Genii, equal to the Theme, 
Could ſing his Soul, and _ themſelves to Fame. 
T, but a nameleſs N ovice | humbly pay 

My zealous Duty to diſtinguiſh'd Clay; 

Happy if I can Nature's Dictates trace, 

Without the ſervile Aids of common Place: 

Art looks affected in our mournful Songs, 

And borrow'd Pomp a pious Offering wrongs. 


Bur what, my Lord, can Art and Nature do, 
To match the Sorrow that has ſeiz'd on you? 
A Sorrow that is ſhar'd by all the Good, 
Howeer disjoin'd by different Rights of Blood. 
Honour and Virtue feel your weighty W oe, 
And reel beneath the all- afflicting Blow. 
W hat Lover of his Country can Soar, 
In ſpite of Faction, to be Mourner here? 
DA LRT M L E, ſcorning {pecious Tricks of 

art: | 

Rever'd his Country th an honeſt H. cart. 
Unwearied, would his generous Soul eſſay, 
To help benighted Merit into Day. 
He judg'd no Task, within his Province, bard” 
And reap'd i in Goodneſs its refic'd\Reward.” 
How frank ! how. kind! how generous ! how juſt! 
His Conduct was? how faithful to his Traft ! 
How learn d in Laws! how eloquent! how wiſe! 
Who lives, yet knows not, under Britiſh Skies 43 
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0 . mall ſacred foal Virtues find 


Their Charms united in another Mind? 
| W hen ſhall we one ſo well accompliſh'd hoe 
So humble, modeſt, complaiſant and free? 


Together all his virtuous Merits throw, 
And let Mankind his e Equal ſhow. 


How was his Exit to his Life ally'd ? 
« I go, my Friends, (and, as he ſaid, he dy'd) 
2 Take my belt Wikhes, and believe my Love 
Shall never leſſen at the Courts above. 
There, if my Intereſt for you can ayail, 
« My Nature will not let my Labours fail. 


oh - 


c 
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O happy Shade! to Realms of Glory gone; 


Enjoy the Reſt your Courſe of Virtue Won. 
No civil Diſcord, no inglorious Art, 
Shall ever there moleſt your raviſh d Heart. 


Secure your Treaſure, and confirm'd your Claim, 


Immortal be your Happineſs and Fame: 


While we, condemn'd to drudge i it here below, 


By want £0 you your Wale clearly know. 


War art thou, Lif 
court, 


Since Man, at belt, is gckle Fe ortune? $ N 


Since N ature 8 ſelf 1 im 


Is it not better to elude, by. light, 
The Ills to onen conceal d fr 


, whoſe longe ger Stay we 


Why ſhould we wiſh a a larger Stock of Breath, 
iplores Relief from Death? 5 


| 
1 
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| 


(8) 
Fate wiſely treaſures a Reſerve of Woe 
For thoſe who further than their Line wou d go. 


 DALRYMPL E, like a wiſe inſtructed 
Gueſt, 


Enjoy'd his Portion, and forſook the Feaſt. 
When Man has got his Share of worldly Sweets, 
Too ſoon he cannot leave unſa voury Meats. 

But we, weak Mortals | by our Paſſions ſway'd, 
Mourn o'er the Dead, and are of Death afraid. 
Begging for Life, we ſue for more Decay, - 


And | dread to loſe what daily dies away. 


DeLuDEp Creatures, why fo griev'd to ſee 
Our Friends from ſad Confinement here ſet free ? 
When Death comes calm, by gentle Nature led, 
Shou'd we not, joyful, crowd around the Bed, 
And wonder more no envious Fate deſtroy'd 
The lov'd, the loving Objects in their Pride? 
Surprizing Strokes may ſeem perhaps ſevere 


So dyd BELHAVEN, the Young, the Brave, the 
| S 7s 


BELHAVEN, the Grief, who lately was the Grace 
Of all his noble, now dejected, Race! 

For ever Wk but ever to remain 

Alive in Hearts, and in the Poet's Strain. 

He ſunk untimely ; as the beauteous Roſe 

Is daſh'd to pieces when a Tempeſt blows. 

Not ſo DALRYMPLE-E, who ſerenely fell, 
And, tir'd with Late, bid this vain World F. urewel, : 
2 He 


(9) 
He dropp'd, like Autumn-Fruit, thatmellow'd long, 
Fan to join the juſt cog genial Throng. 


YE x ſuits it well Mortality, to mourn 

For our own Loſs, and ſtrew the Patriot's Urn: 
Nor is it Rudeneſs for the Friendly Muſe 
To moralize Affliction into Uſe. 
/ Alike concerns it Great and Small, to ſcan 
The frail Eſtate and future Hope of Man. 
Noble and Baſe are deſtin'd both to die, 
In vain we would impartial Juſtice fly. 
No Pray'r, no Bribe, no Show of Life can charm 
| * whirling Year, and Death's tremendous Arm. 
PE RMIT, my Lord, Imagination's Flight, 
And view, with me, the e Shades of N ight. 

Peruſe the Duſt, ſo lately like our own 

As much alive, and worthy fair Renown ! 
Obſerve how once-diſtinguiſh'd Names are join d 
Where now is Grandeur? where a wondrous Mind? 
W hich is the Noble ? who ſhould be rever'd ? 
W hat Villain ſpurn'd at ? and what Hero fear'd ? 


How low, proud Conquerors, are your Trophies 


laid : g 


How equal now are Kings and Subjects made? 
Dro kN Es, thy l is not ſcant; 

W hat more does mighty A LEXANDER want ? 
W here are thy Pinions, thou who late didſt fly 
From Orb to Orb? An Inmate of the Sky 
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Do Roſes flouriſh on HELLE N 4's Breaſt ? 
Appears the grave DEMO GRITus a Jeſt? 
Hear'ſt thou, OM ARO, when we read thy Lays? 
Do Homzrr's Atoms liſten to his Praiſe ? 

Frail Life! how ſoon thy ſhowy Pride is palt ! 


Too cruel Death! that mak'ſt ſuch dreadful 
Waſte, 


BE taught, my Soul, with an aſſiduous Strife, 
T0 manage well th'important Hours of Life. 
With ſolemn Awe the Ways of Truth revere, 
And all thou doſt by Wiſdom's Dictates fteer. 
So ſhall not Death with an unfriendly Frown, 
Inglorious throw thy ruin'd Cottage down : 
But, ſmiling, lead thee thro the dubious way, 
And leave thee, raptur'd, in immortal Day. 


Tr vs ſings the Muſe, by pious Fancy warm'd - 
But ah! how weakly is the Conduct arm'd ? 
We think, reſolve, and make eſſay to live ; 
Yet faſter in the devious Courſes drive. 
Reaſon exerts her pure celeſtial Rays, 
To guide our Steps thro Errors weary Maze: 
But upſtart Paſſions mount her rightful Throne, 
And blindly puſh our vanquiſh'd Judgment on. 
Hence we perverſely wander in the Night, 
Uncertain when the Road we take is right: 
Like roaming Pilots on the troubled Main, 
Who ſtcer by Meteors, and the Stars diſdain. 
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O Nature! why ſo indolent in Good? 
Too tempting Ills | by Paſſions faſt purſu'd. 
Happy the Man! moſt happy in the End, 
To others uſeful, to himſelf a Friend, 
Who ſteel'd by Virtue, baffles ev'ry Vice, 
And rates his Honour at the higheſt Price ; 
In all Events of Fortune ſtands ſerene, 
Unſhock'd by Danger, and unſour'd by Spleen : 
Views Want, Diſeaſe, and Death without Diſmay, 
Well pleas'd each Eve he has not loſt the Day. 
Him no vain Hopes attract, no Fears oppreſs ; 
He's great in Loſs, and humble in Succeſs : 
Amiadſt the Snares of Courts is ne'er enthrall'd, 
Nor, by Reflection, in his Pleaſures pall'd: 
Grey in Experience, he deſpiſes Guile, 
Knows a falſe Cringe, and undermining g Smile: 
By others Ruin certain Safety gains, 
And ſtands prepar'd to ſhift the tranſient Scenes. 
Such was DALRYMPLE (ever be his Name 
Mourn'd by the Muſe, and fair in future Fame.) 
And ſuch, my Lord, your Character confeſs'd, 
Is lov'd by all, of all your ſelf the belt. 


Dip you not too too modeſtly refuſe 
The juſt Encomium of the wond'ring Muſe; 
And could I, equal to the glorious Theme, 
By praiſing you, deſerve a deathleſs Fame: 

N o Britiſh Patriot ſooner would I ſing, 


Nor from feign'd Worth my Inſpiration bring; 
Your 


Sl ED OM 
Your proper Merit ſhould adorn my Verſe, 
And Envy own the Virtues I rehearſe. 

But Souls like S TAI RS, by ſome unlucky Fat ate, 
Receive the Honours they deſerve, too late. 

A thouſand Years ſucceſſive were expir'd, 

Fer Ma Ros Muſe Aintas Acts infpir'd : 


And Trojan Tow'rs in Aſhes long had lain, 
E'er H OME R ' Verle e d the Slain. 


